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Those Sneaky Hookers 


L ast week I went to one of those groovy — 
restaurants in New York City with me 
concrete floors where you sit on cane- 
backed chairs and look at the decorative 
weeds hanging from a skylight, like wasps 
nests that have been embalmed and 
painted vomit yellow, and all the waiters 
dress like undertakers. 

In other words, I was in Soho. 

These were not really waiters, of 
course. These were sculptors waiting on 
their next government grant, so they could 
bronze somebody’s private parts and get 
in trouble with Jesse Helms and become 
famous at East Hampton cocktail parties. 

Anyhow, that’s not my point. My point 
is that, on the menu of this particular 
restaurant—in fact, the very first thing on 
the menu at this restaurant—was a list of 
twelve types of “Agua.” 

“T guess we should have the agua,” I’m 
saying. “It seems to be the house spe- 
cialty.” 

“That’s water,” Wanda Bodine tells 
me. 

“What do you mean that’s water? 
There’s twelve different items here, and 
some of em cost eight bucks.” 

“It’s water,” she says. “Look.” 

And she points about halfway down 
the list, and there it is: “Perrier. $6.00.” 

“Perrier is water;” she tells me. “San 
Pellegrino is water. Evian is water. Po- 
land Spring is water. It’s all water.” 

And I didn’t believe it. It wasn’t that I 
didn’t believe there could be this many 
types of water in a bottle, because in New a8 _ 
Yorkeverything hasapackageandaprice. Which version of Stepfanie Kramer do you like best— 


After all, this is the first cityin the world the good housewife from Beverly Hills (left) or the evil 
to let hookers advertise on TV,so youcan hooker from Montreal (right)? Don’t answer that. 
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- Videos _ 

Auntic Lee’s Meat Pies: Beastmaster 2/ Trust fens | full- 
length screeners); Blood Harvest, starring Tiny Tim; Buried 
Alive; Center of the Web, with Robert Davi, Tony Curtis and 


Charlene Tilton; Days of Wine and Roses, with Jack Lemmon and 


Lee Remick; Dark Rider; Deadly Bet, starring Charlene Tilton; 
_Defenseless/Back Track / Bucky O’Hare/ Rambling Rose trailer 
video; Doctor Death, a Webster Colcord production; Ed Sullivan 
Mose Future e Kick, with Don “The Dragon” Wilson; Heaven & 
1 epic foreign film; In Gold We Trust, starring Jan- 
Mich el Vir tn the Heat of Passion, with Sally Kirk land and 
‘Nick Corr: Istanbul, with Timothy Bottoms and Twiggy; Kick 
















Fighter, starring Richard Norton; Last Call, unrated version 


- starring Shannon Tweed and William Katt; Last ofthe Warriors, 
_ starring Scott Anderson; Lies of the Twins, starrir g Aidan Q Quin 
and Isabella Rossellini; Marley’s Revenge, a Darkwoods Produc: 
tion; Maximum Breakout, starring Bobby Johr ston; McBain, 
‘starring Christopher Walken and Maria Conchita A onso; Mid- 
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_night Cop (trailer), with Morgan Fairchil 
Flesh and Blood; Private Passion. 


do comparison shopping. Of course they would = 
age water twelve ways and try to sell it. 

What I couldn’t imagine, though, is that there 
were people who actually go into restaurants and 
say, “Should we have that delightful little German 
H-2-O we discovered last week? The Apollinaris? 
The one with the slightest hint of Bavaria in its body 
and the musky scent of Hamburg in its fizz?” 

“T don’t know, dear, it’s awfully humid tonight. I 
feel like Swedish water. Bring me a little Ramlosa. 
The eleven-ounce bottle.” 

“If I might make a recommendation,” the waiter 
says, “we have a wonderful little Fiuggi, which is 
from Italy but lacks the boisterous punch of the 
Pellegrino. And many of our British diners prefer the 
Tynant Original.” 

I mean, do conversations like this really take 
place? 

Do people go to restaurants and say, “This place 
is so old-fashioned. Nobody drinks Perrier anymore. 
Don’t they have Spring Street Water?” 

By the way, I asked a waiter where Spring Street 
Water comes from, because, on the bottle, it just says 
“Soho, New York, U.S.A.” And he said, “It’s a special 
sparkling water, bottled especially for the restau- 
rant.” 

And suddenly I realized—Spring Street... I was 
sitting on Spring Street... there’s aspring under the 
street ... water from the streets of New York City . 

. I was drinking something that originated some- 
where under the subways and sewers of Manhattan. 

Yuk. 

Anyway, I have a coupla questions and a com- 
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ment. 

First, what do you think would have happened 
if, a hundred years ago, you told somebody that the 
day would come when people would put water in 
bottles and carry it 10,000 miles around the world so 
that people could drink whatever water they wanted 
for approximately 9,000 times what it would cost if 
you just drank it at the place where it was found? 

Second, why would people in New York City, 
whose water comes from pure mountain springs in 
the Catskills, pay hundreds of dollars a year for 
water that is less pure than what they can get out of 
their taps? 

And here’s the results of my personal taste test 
of all the waters sold in trendy Soho restaurants: 

Evian tastes like . . . water. 

Tynant Original tastes like. . 

Fiuggi tastes like... water. 


. water. 


Listen up. It’s water. It tastes like water. It will 
always taste like water. That’s all it is. Water. 
Period. 

I don’t wanna have to explain this to you people 
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again. 

Speaking of rich people 
with too much time on their 
hands, Stepfanie Kramer has 
this new flick called Twin 
Sisters that presents the old 
story of what would happen 
if you were a Beverly Hills 
housewife who goes to visit 
your identical-twin sister in 
Montreal, but when you get 
there you find out she’s a 
dead thousand-dollar-a-trick 
call girl, and so you put on 
lipstick, dangly jewelry, a 
skin-tight Spandex mini- 
skirt, head for a secret disco, 
and say “Let’s boogie.” 

Why are snipers in office 
towers shooting at you? 

Why is Frederic Forrest, 
a detective in the Montreal 
Police Department, hanging 
around all the time and star- 
ing at you like a hound dog? 

Why do thirty men a day 
say, “Hey, Lynn, I’m in town 
for acouple days—how about 
it?” 

In other words, how 
sleazy can it get before the 
housewife-masquerading-as- 
a-hooker high-tails it back to 
Beverly Hills, throws back 
three or four screwdrivers, : ‘ 
and opens a new charge ac-  P& : 
count at I. Magnin? 

Pretty sleazy. 

I don’t wanna give it 
away, becauseit’s one of those 
no-it’s-not-over-yet-you-just- 
think-you’ve-figured-it-out plots, but here’s the es- 
sentials: 

Two breasts. Six dead bodies. Exploding lake 
house, with fireball. Guy pushed off a forty-story 
building. Sniper Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nomi- 
nations for Susan Almgren, as Sophie, the hooker- 
with-a-heart-of-lead, for observing a succession of 
touchy-feely sleazeballs and saying “Lynn liked what 
she did—she was the best, and the most expensive’; 
Frederic Forrest, as the amorous wimpy detective, 
for saying “We have reasons to believe your sister is 
dead”; Stepfanie Kramer, as the housewife-turned- 
call-girl, for saying “Sophie, how do you do this?,” 
and as the call-girl-turned-housewife, for saying 
“You never did understand me, Carol” and “He loves 
me—he'll always love me.” 

Three and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 
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Meanwhile, we still have a few real actors, like Brad Dourif 


“I Make Movie, Go Boom” 


ave you noticed how many thousands of movie- 
H::. interviews they have on cable? And have 
you noticed how they all say exactly the same thing? 
“That was an incredible day when we shot that 
scene. We worked fourteen hours straight without 
stopping. They had to strap us into these giant silver 
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When Sammi Davis and M.K. Harris decide to play mind-games 
with the neighbors, they don’t count on one of the neighbors 
being the psychotic Brad Dourif, in Horseplayer. 


suits, and it was so hot in there we could hardly 
breathe. I thought we were all going to die.” 

Poor babies. 

One thing I’m really sick of right now is hearing 
stories about how much Michelle Pfeiffer sacrifices 
for her art. 

The bitch is getting three million dollars! We 
expect her to cancel a few appointments. 

And while we're at it, how about the interviews 
where they keep talking about how hard it is for 
Michael Keaton to see out of his Batman costume? 

Hey, Mike, go spend a day in the Brooklyn 
shipyards and get a little perspective, man. 

The latest report comes from the set of Cloak and 
Diaper in New Orleans. (Did somebody pay Bob 
Hope’s writers to come out of retirement and make 





up that title?) It’s all about how “fabulous” Kathleen 
Turner looks in the early scenes from this movie. 
Then the reporter notes how this woman is so dedi- 
cated to getting her body in shape that the movie 
company has her “personal trainer” on the set all the 
time, at a cost of about $30,000. 

Listen up. When you hire a 
professional whose job it is to 
follow you around, rip chocolate- 
chip cookies out of your mouth, 
and make you do your sit-ups, 
you will look “fabulous” unless 
you spend every night hooked up 
to a special main-liner Hostess- 
Twinkie IV. 

Where does all this come 
from? This “you wouldn’t believe 
how much we busted our butts” 
stuff? Do these people really go 
home every night and say, “Boy, 
I almost killed myself doing that 
emotional scene in the motel 
room with the hitman. Maybe I 
should get into something less 
strenuous, become a lumber- 
jack.” 

And I know what you’re 
gonna say. “No, Joe Bob, you 
don’t understand—it’s the emo- 
tional drain that makes it so 
hard.” 

To which I say: 

Ever sold a used car? 

Ever sold encyclopedias door- 
to-door? 

Ever been the newest guy in 
the lowest job at the post office? 

Emotional drain my rosy-red hiney. 

Either shut up about it or get a real job. 

I do not wanna have to tell you again. 

Speaking of people with warped curb-feelers, 
Brad Dourifis back, ina flick called Horseplayer, and 
evidently Brad has been forgetting his medication 
again. Brad is a guy who lives in a crummy E] Lay 
apartment, eats too many Doritos, spends his whole 
day at the racetrack and his whole night sitting in 
the freezer of a liquor store, re-stocking the Miller 
Lite when it runs out, clad in aski mask and fur coat. 

Into this fascinating life comes Sammi Davis. 
We're talking perky. We’re talking nubile. And she 
comes to his apartment one night and, for no appar- 
ent reason, makes it clear she’d like to make the sign 


of the wild pink horse with Brad. 
4 





Brad’s idea of an exciting evening is staring at the concrete culvert. 


Now. Let me stop here just a minute. What have 
we learned about women? What do we know about 
life? What are we certain about when a beautiful 
woman shows up on your doorstep begging to strip 
off all her clothes, aardvark for seven or eight weeks, 
and become your love slave? 

We know that something is wrong! 

So when this happens to a guy, the guy goes, “No 
way, Jose.” Right? 

Wrong! 

The guy always falls for it! 

Why is this? 

Anyhow, Sammi’s real mission is to sleep with 
weirdos so her psycho boyfriend can do paintings of 
screwed-up guys and sell the paintings to galleries 
and become famous. And that’s basically what he 
does with Brad. 















R.LP. 


66 Drive-In 
Springfield, Illinois 





Republican Alert! We lost one of the true 
American landmarks when the 66 Drive-In in 
Springfield, Illinois, crumbled in flames and 
burned to the ground recently. Arson is sus- 
pected. The 66 was already out of business, but 
it was named after the highway on which it 
stands, the most famous highway in America: 
Route 66, which runs from Chicago to Santa 
Monica. What’s next—Lincoln’s homestead? Con- 
rad Rubinkowski of Springfield reminds us that, 
without eternal vigilance, it can happen here. 


What he doesn’t know is that Brad’s father used 
to hold the kid’s arms over a gas range and burn his 
skin as punishment for not liking his favorite paint- 
ings. 

“T hate art,” says Brad. 

Whoops! 

Kinkfest ’92. 

One dead body. No breasts. Strangulation. Mul- 
tiple aardvarking. Wrinkled-brow School of Method 
Acting. Beer Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nomina- 
tions for Brad Dourif, for saying “I play the horses, 
and that’s my only vice”; Sammi Davis, as the blonde 
seducer, for saying “Sex is not a vice” and “I’m 
beginning to feel like your whore”; M.K. Harris, as 
the kinky alcoholic painter, for saying “If you don’t 
come to dinner you'll regret it for the rest of your 
life”; and Vic Tayback, as the Middle Eastern liquor 
store owner, for saying “Why should I knock myself 
out over you?” 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





here’s more to 

being a scream 
queen than simply 
screaming. She also 
needs a towel, as illus- 
trated by the five stars 
of Scream Queen Hot 
Tub Party,amade-for- 
video quickie produced 
and directed by sleaze- 
meisters Jim Wynor- 
ski and Fred Olen 
Ray. In case you don’t 
recognize them, they 
are (butts out) Brinke 


Stevens and Michelle Bauer, (butts together) 
Monique Gabrielle and Roxanne Kernohan, 
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All together now, girls: “I am sooooo embarrassed.” 


and (no butt) Kelli Maroney. Brinke and Monique 
will both be Joe Bob’s guests on Drive-In Theater’s 
“Scream Queen Month” in October. 


€ 

We're not even es- 
pecially big wrestling 
fans, but we always 
get sucked in by Wres- 
tling Then & Now, 
Evan Ginzburg’s 
nostalgic newsletter 
out of Queens. A re- 
cent issue had a long 
letter from Richard 
B. Ross, a Seattle 
wrestler who worked 
the “Segal Circuit” in 
Texas twenty years 


ago: there were stops in seventy-two towns in Texas 
alone! He also reminisces about matches in Mexico 


City and Juarez where as many 
as 14,000 spectators had to be 
kept under control by police who 
fired M-1 rifles into the air. The 
same issue includes an inter- 
view with young California 
wrestler Scott Cole and quitea 
few summaries of the careers of 
vanished superstars, including 
Fred Beell, a champion who 
faded into oblivion after his 
death in a 1925 car crash, but 
who invented the “Beell Throw,” 
a wrestling move so common 
today that it’s used dozens of 
times in every match. The ten- 
page monthly is $7.50 for six 
issues, $15 for a year, payable 
to: Evan Ginzburg, P.O. Box 471, 
Oakland Gardens Station, 
Flushing, NY 11364. 
e 

Short gruesome horror sto- 
ries—about abortions that don’t 
work, suicides, cannibals, psy- 
chos, and corpse painters—are 
the stuff of Dark Tome, a little 
magazine edited by Michelle 
Marr of Salem, Oregon. The 
stories are derivative—a couple 
of them are borrowed from 
Roger Corman movies—but 
theyre simply, clearly and clev- 
erly written. The typewritten 
thirty-two-page bi-monthly is $2, 
or $10 a year, payable to: Mich- 
elle Marr, P.O. Box 705, Salem, 
OR 97308. 

€ 


This female author lives in New Orleans and 
writes about erotic vampires. Wrong! It’s not Anne 
eats we're thinking of, but that other great psycho- 


logical horror novelist, Nancy A. Collins, who reads 
We Are the Weird and sometimes lets us know what 
she’s up to. Nancy’s first novel, Sunglasses After 
Dark, won the 1990 Bram Stoker Award and the 
1990 British Fantasy Award, got rave reviews from 
the fan press, and is still selling as an Onyx paper- 
back. Nancy has a simple and compelling style anda 
great flair for suspense. Tri-Star Pictures is looking 
at Sunglasses After Dark for a dhississame film project, 
and last year Nancy also 
took over the Swamp 
Thing comic book. “The 
key to a successful 
Swamp Thing story is 
simple,” she told us. “Use 
plenty of big ole ugly 
monsters and White 
Trash from Hell.” 
€ 

Three of our favorite 
films from 1991—Termi- 
nator 2, Silence of the 
Lambs and Soultaker— 
won the top three prizes 
at the recent Saturn 
Awards in Los Angeles. 
These awards, sponsored 
by the Academy of Sci- 
ence Fiction, Fantasy & 
Horror Films, are gener- 
ally more intelligent 
choices than the Acad- 
emy Awards. Termina- 
tor 2 was Best Picture/ 
Science Fiction. Silence 
of the Lambs won Best 
Picture/Horror. And 
Soultaker, written and 
starring our friend 
Vivian Schilling, won 
Best Video Release. (The 
competition for the “Best 
Video” award is actually tougher than the others, 
because there are many more eligible titles—about 
400, in fact.) Meanwhile, Vivian’s next movie, The 
Legend of Wolf Mountain, isready for release through 
Hemdale this summer. Vivian co-stars with Mickey 
Rooney, Bo Hopkins, Robert Z’Dar and Don 
Shanks in the story of three children who acciden- 
tally become kidnap victims of two escaped prisoners 
and bank robbers, and end up in a fight for survival 
against the killers, in a place called Wolf Mountain 
in northern Utah. 

€ 

The Kennedy Quarterly Newspaper is the only 
newspaper in America that reports on the same story 
in every issue—the Kennedy assassination. Editor 
Michael G. Jameson has had a fascination with 
the assassination ever since moving to Dallas in 





| Vivian Schilling also wins for Best Hair. 


1983, and his first issue, published last September, 
is actually a pretty good summary of everything a 
beginner would need to know about the assassina- 
tion, including sixty different conspiracy theories, a 
reprint of the notorious “WELCOME MR. KENNEDY 
TO DALLAS” ad from The Dallas Morning News, 
the long convoluted story of how the Kennedy Me- 
morial Plaza was built, the fight of Mayor Earle 
Cabell to stem the tide of hatred directed against 
the city after the assassi- 
nation, the story of the 
Zapruder film, and even 
a reprint of Joe Bob’s 
tongue-in-cheek account 
of the filming of Oliver 
Stone’s JFK. Michael 
makes it clear in his first 
twenty-four-page issue 
that he intends the whole 
thing asa tribute to Presi- 
dent Kennedy, whom he 
reveres, and that he con- 
ceived the project partly 
because he couldn’t un- 
derstand why Dallas is 
so blase about the whole 
series of historic events 
that occurred there in 
1963. (As long-time resi- 
dents of Dallas, we can 
tell you, Michael—be- 
cause we've heard these 
stories thousands of 
times.) Anyhow, you can 
sample a copy by send- 
ing $4, payable to: The 
Kennedy Quarterly 
Newspaper, P.O. Box 
565914, Dallas, TX 
75356. 
e 

Our Greek friend 
Jim Vlasopoulos has just started a new zine in 
Athens, partly modeled on We Are the Weird, called 
Splatterzine. We have no idea what’s really in it, 
because...no, we won't say it. If you do speak Greek, 
you can write to: Ultra Splatter Club, c/o Jim 
Vlasopoulos, 29 Lambrinis St., 111-46 Galatsi-Ath- 
ens, Greece. 

€ 

The husband-wife filmmaking team of Francine 
Rudine (producer) and Peter Wittman (direc- 
tor)—creators of Ellie, the comic farce starring 


Shelley Winters, Pat Paulsen and George Gobel, 


and a horror comedy starring Yvonne De Carlo 
called Play Dead—have moved from Dallas to the 
south of Portugal, to become olive farmers. We're not 
making this up. Francine will only say, “The batter- 
ies are being recharged!” 


For those of us who dont think Ice-T goes far enough . . . 


Next Up, Nun Killer 


arner Records will be launching some exciting 
Wiew albums this fall, and I thought you might 
like to hear the advance word: 

1. “Chop ’Em Up,” by Radical Urine: This Toledo 
punk band, fronted by lead singer Tube Sock, does 
songs about a serial killer who murders elderly 
ladies who teach Sunday School. ’'m quoting here 
from the news release: “When Tube Sock sings about 
cutting off the old woman’s hand, setting it on fire, 
and stuffing it in her mouth, he’s really making a 





metaphorical artistic statement about censorship.” 

2. “Got a White Woman Chained Up in My 
Basement, Gonna Jab Her With a Stick,” by Brother 
Nasrullah Q: Certain feminist groups have already 
called this new rap hit offensive to women, but at a 
press conference last week, Brother Nasrullah Q and 
forty other rap singers from his South Chicago 
neighborhood denied that they were anti-feminist. 
“We only chain up the women who request it,” 
explained Brother Nasrullah Q, “as long as they 
don’t give us no mouth.” 

3. “Road Kill,” by Billy Longstreet: This third- 
generation Ku Klux Klan member from Houma, 
Louisiana, is the latest in the “new wave country” 
movement, singing about running down black pe- 
destrians in his 1969 Dodge Cutlass. The title song 


has been getting major airplay in northern Missis- 
sippi, despite charges that it has racist overtones. 
Said a Warner spokesman, “We think the critics are 
taking the lyrics of Billy’s song too literally. Billy 
doesn’t actually bounce the black people up into the 
air and watch their skulls crack against his wind- 
shield, as he describes in the song. That’s merely 
‘poetic license,’ so to speak. He generally breaks 
their legs with the first impact, and they fall safely 
underneath the speeding car. No one has actually 
been killed, to our knowledge. This is 
merely a song, and the media is blowing 
it way out of proportion.” 

4. “Candy Man,” by Esteban Vallen- 
ciega de Lujan: This song about a poor 
peasant boy from the Dominican Repub- 
lic who becomes a millionaire in six 
months by selling crack cocaine to eight- 
year-old children has already become a 
huge hit in Miami and could ship double 
platinum. Dance clubs from El Paso to 
San Diego are packed with young Latin 
couples, grooving to the salsa beat, as 
Esteban croons about how to collect all 
the chocolate-milk cartons and lunch 
tokens from a clientele who don’t have 
ready cash available. “Of course we're 
not condoning drug use or drug deal- 
ing,” said a Warner spokesman. “The 
song merely reflects the sad reality of 
what has become all too common a trag- 
edy in our elementary schools.” 

5. “Let’s Kill Mother Teresa,” by the 
Leotards: This all-girl party band uses a 
simple beat and a repetitive lyric to get a 
pulse-pounding frenzy going in the West 
Hollywood clubs where they’re most of- 
ten seen. Most people only remember the catchy 
refrain of the song—“Hate that nun, want her dead/ 
Put a bullet in her head”—but Warner says that’s 
unfair. “To take one or two lines out of a song and say 
that the Leotards are advocating the death of a 
tireless worker for the homeless and the poor, is a 
little unfair, to say the least,” said Murray Wiseman, 
Warner associate public relations director. “No one 
quotes the rest of the song, which advocates replac- 
ing her with someone better.” 

6. “What If We Poisoned Barbara Bush’s Dog?” 
by Snack Attack: This song, which refers to a black- 
magic ceremony in which domestic pets are fed 
cyanide, has been criticized by Christian groups as 
well as the ASPCA. But lead guitarist Les Stewart 
says it was all done in fun. “We were, like, doing the 
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whole voodoo thing,” he explained. “We made it up, 
actually. We were having a creative meeting, and it 
was like, ‘Hey, what if we poisoned Barbara Bush’s 
dog?’ It was one of those spontaneous creative mo- 
ments. And I got the melody from that, in about 
fifteen minutes, and from there it was just a matter 
of working out the chords. You know it goes up ona 
seventh right at the place where the dog falls over 
dead? We got that in the studio, after about seven 
hours of doing the song over and over. But, hey, we 
wouldn’t really kill the lady’s doggie. It was, like, an 
art thing.” 
In other words, yall lighten up, okay? 


Drive-In T 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 
11 Pacific. 

September 5: Candy Stripe Nurses: As part of The Movie 
Channel’s “Men in Uniform” Festival, Joe Bob offers a feminist 
viewpoint by honoring the women in uniform. This 1974 bimbos- 
in-smocks social farce came at the very end of the “Nurse Cycle” 
that began in 1970 with The Student Nurses. Candice Rialson, 
the B-movie queen who also starred in Hollywood Boulevard, 
hops from hospital bed to hospital bed and cures a rock star’s 
impotence, while Robin Mattson frolics with a basketball player, 
and Maria Rojo, the obligatory political activist nurse, solves a 
gas-station holdup and gets a gunshot wound. In short, there 
wasn’t much left for writer/director Alan Holleb to say. One and 
a half stars. (Second feature: The Brain: Story of a 3,000-pound 
mutant brain that’s trying to get a network show for itself, so it 
can transmit brainwaves to a national audience and eventually 
eat the entire population of the world head-first, with the late 
David Gale as the evangelist and front man for the brain which, 
among other things, has a thirty-foot tongue that looks like a 
piece of slimy undercooked lasagna. Three stars.) 

September 12: “Drive-In Extremes Night,” a double feature 
of the most expensive drive-in movie ever made, and the cheapest 
drive-in movie ever made. First up is The Doors: Oliver Stone, 
creator of Conan the Barbarian, proves he’s still a drive-in kinda 
guy with this docudrama on that legendary band, “The Bores.” 
Val Kilmer is the poetry-spouting dead-Indian-worshipping 
coke-sniffing Lizard King. Meg Ryan is his kinky wife. And 
Kathleen Quinlan is the even kinkier devil-worshipping girl- 
friend. Four stars. (Second feature: Killer: A serial killer is 
munching on rednecks, slicing up hookers and punching air-holes 
in drunk conventioneers in the cheapest drive-in movie ever 
made [total budget $9,500], with the last half-hour of the movie 
a cannibal chase sequence guaranteed to make you puke. Four 
stars.) 

September 19: Ghosts Can’t Do It: After six years of silence, 
Bo Derek rebounded from Bolero by making an even longer, 


Corp. of California, is going up. Wad _ 
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murders her duck. 


more excruciating picture with hubby and director John “Arch 
That Back a Little More” Derek. Bo is married to Anthony 
Quinn, but he dies and comes back to her as a ghost, pleading 
with her to find a male body for him to occupy so they can once 
again do it. Yes, indeed, the title means exactly what you think 
it means. Endless shots of Bo sitting in hot tubs with her finger 
in her mouth earns it a good solid one and a half stars. (Second 
feature: Shadowzone.) 

September 26: Red Blooded American Girl. (Second feature: 
Breakfast in Bed.) 

Coming in October: Scream Queens Month, with special 
guests Brinke Stevens, Monique Gabrielle, Linnea Quigley 
and Wendy MacDonald. 





Ever wonder where the plug-ugly Californians go? Try Santa Cruz... 


Chloris Finds Ugly Paradise 


was talking to my good friend Chloris Sturti- 

vant—better known as Ugly-on-a-Stick, because 
she’s six-foot-two and weighs 45 pounds—and she 
told me that shejust up and decided to move to Santa 
Cruz, California. 

And I said, “What for?” 

And she said, “Because they just passed a law 
making it illegal to be ugly.” 





“T guess they'll have to shoot you on sight then,” 
I told her. 

And then I realized how insensitive I’d been. 

“IT didn’t really mean that, Ugly . . . I mean, 
Chloris. They won’t shoot you on sight. They'll 
probly just throw a burlap bag over your head, hog- 
tie you, and drag you up to Oakland.” 

“No!” she said. “They passed a law saying that 
you can’t discriminate against anybody based on 
them being ugly.” 

“For example?” 

“Like if I applied for a job, and they thought only 
non-ugly individuals should havethat job, that would 
be illegal. They would have to hire me anyway.” 

“Ugly, I already know what you're thinking. If 
you become a topless dancer, I’ll never talk to you 
again. There are elderly men who go to those places. 
They could have heart conditions!” 

But she was bound and determined. “You know 
what?” she said. “When I get to Santa Cruz, nobody 
can even act like I’m ugly. The police will force guys 


to take me out on dates. Not only that, but Ican dress 
any way | want to, I can wear nose rings, I can wear 
rubber thongs on my feet all year round, and they 
still have to let me work at the mall.” 

And I said, “Ugly, I don’t believe a word you’re 
saying. Thisisn’t areal law. There’s no such thing as 
an ugly-discrimination law.” 

And she said yes, indeedy, there was, and she 
showed me a newspaper article about it—how it’s a 
town of only 49,000 people, but they have the tough- 
est anti-discrimination law in the country. 

“And out of that 49,000,” I said, “they obviously 
have a fair proportion of ugly ones.” 

And she said, “Do you think so?” 

And I said, “Well, ugly is as ugly does. I reckon 
when you need laws about it, you’ve got some babies 
being born that look like pit bulldogs that’ve been 
smacked in the head with a bag of nickels.” 

And she said, “I never thought of that.” 

And I said, “Well, it’s something to think about. 
Cause if the people in Santa Cruz are so ugly they 
have to come up with legal protection, then you’re 
gonna have ugly marrying ugly, producing more 
ugly, then you’ve got your ugly immigration, your 
ugly people from other states, like yourself, who 
decide to seek their ugly fate in Santa Cruz. That 
place is gonna be like one big Ugly Magnet.” 

“IT don’t know if I wanna go or not,” Ugly said. 

“Why not? It'll be great on Halloween.” 

“You know what, Joe Bob?” 

“What?” 

“If I was to go to Santa Cruz, I wouldn’t be special 
anymore, would [?” 

“T reckon not. You might not even be the ugliest 
one.” 

“T think [ll stay here where they know me.” 
“I think that’s a good idea,” I told her, “because 
you know what?” 

“What?” 

“You can’t really legislate Ugly. You can be born 
Ugly. You can become Ugly. But there are no guar- 
antees that you'll always be Ugly.” 

“I feel better already,” she said. 

“You do?” 

“Yes, I do.” 

“That’s good, because you're still the ugliest girl 
I know.” 

“Thank you, Joe Bob.” 

I always did like that girl. 

“Normally, Chloris,” I told her, “I would say that 
Ugly is only skin-deep. But with you it’s something 
that goes all the way to the soul.” 

“T know.” 


jy Joe Bob Can't Wait For . 


The JFK Assassination: The Jim Garrison Tapes: In-depth 
interview with Jim Garrison, the former New Orleans district 
attorney and conspiracy theorist played by Kevin Costner in 


Oliver Stone’s JFK. The interview is conducted by John Barbour, 


endorsed by Stone, and concludes with a 900 number so that 
viewers can call to petition the government to appoint a special 
prosecutor and reopen the case. Vestron. $19.98. July 22. 

Coverup: Behind the Iran Contra Affair: Documentary re- 
leased in theaters in 1988 to enormous critical acclaim, especially 
overseas, but still virtually unknown. Produced by Barbara Trent, 
Gary Meyer and David Kasper, with narration by Elizabeth 
Montgomery and music by Pink Floyd, this film explores the 
secret negotiations surrounding the 1980 hostage deal (directly 
implicating George Bush), and profiles all the assassins, arms 
dealers, drug smugglers, former CIA operatives and top U.S. 
military personnel involved in the scandal. MPI. $29.98. Aug. 1. 

Dark Days atthe White House: The Watergate Scandal and the 
Resignation of President Richard M. Nixon: On the 20th anniver- 
sary of Watergate, ABC News is releasing this one-hour summary 
from the original breaking news broadcasts that ran Nixon out of 
office, edited so that it tells the story of the slowly-breaking scandal 
from beginning to end. MPI. $24.98. Aug. 1. 

Rock ‘n’ Roll Mobster Girls: Punk musical starring the Doll 
Squad asa band that can’t get a gig, so they hire a warped psychotic 
promoter who butchers all the other bands in Seattle. Featuring 
music by Crisis Party and cameos by Scott McCaughey of Young 
Fresh Fellows and Jeff Simmons of The Mothers of Invention. 
Phoenix, $79.95. Aug. 1. 

Splatter Farm: Horror tale starring Jeff Seldon as Jeremy 
the cannibal. Phoenix. $79.95. Aug. 1. 

Captain Sinbad: Arabian Nights tale released on video for the 
first time. MGM/UA. $19.98. Aug. 19. 

It’s a Dog’s Life: Dean Jagger and Edmund Gwenn star in 
a canine action drama. MGM/UA. $19.98. Aug. 19. 

The Magic Sword: Romantic fairy tale, released on video for 
the first time. MGM/UA. $19.98. Aug. 19. 

Medicine Man: First video release of the action adventure 
starring Sean Connery as an off-beat scientist searching for a 
cancer cure in the Amazon jungle with fellow biochemist Lorraine 
Bracco and their efforts to save the rain forest from greedy 
developers. Hollywood Pictures. $94.95. Aug. 19. 

Red Empire: Seven-volume history of the USSR, featuring 
footage that had been locked in secret vaults for decades prior to the 
fall of Communism, and including interviews with people who 
played significant historical roles during the heyday of the Commu- 
nist empire. Vestron. $14.98 each. $99.98 for all seven. Aug. 19. 

Rock-A-Doodle: Animated Don Bluth musical starring the 
voice of Glen Campbell as a rooster who is laughed off the farm 
by his barnyard friends, goes to the big city in shame, and has to be 
hunted down and returned so that the sun will rise again and the 
farm will be saved from the evil owl (Christopher Plummer). Also 
featuring Sandy Duncan, Ellen Green. HBO. $24.98. Aug. 19. 

Smithsonian World: Four episodes from the PBS series: “Time 
& Light” (time as measured by man, plants and animals, and the Big 
Bang), “Filling in the Blanks” (restoration of the Air and Space 
Museum), “Where None Has Gone Before” (an around-the-world 
flight in the Voyager, tracing the development of the space tele- 
scope), and “American Pie” (celebration of uniquely American 
people and places). $14.98 each. Vestron. Aug. 19. 

Son of Lassie: Lassie stows away on Peter Lawford’s RAF 
plane and is shot down with him over enemy territory. MGM/UA. 
$19.98. Aug. 19. 

The Story of Seabiscuit: The docudrama on one of America’s 
most beloved race horses stars Shirley Temple. MGM/UA. $19.98. 
Aug. 19. 

Strangers in Good Company: Critically-acclaimed Canadian 
yarn about a group of travelers, forced to share an abandoned cabin, 
who bond. Starring Alice Diabo, Constance Garneau. Touch- 
stone. $94.95. Aug. 19. 

Where the Lillies Bloom: Based on the Newberry Award- 
winning children’s book, about four orphans determined to stay 






Sean’s face looks like a rainforest. 


together no matter what. MGM/UA. $19.98. Aug. 19. 

Zebra in the Kitchen: Comedy starring Jay North as a new 
zoo employee who, unhappy with the run-down facilities, unlocks 
all the cages. MGM/UA. $19.98. Aug. 19. 

Adventures in Dinosaur City: Family adventure, using the 
“animatronics” of John Criswell to tell the story of teenagers 
zapped into a Stone Age fantasy, and featuring Rex the crime- 
fighting tyrannosaurus, racing against the sundial to retrieve a 
stolen power cell and save Saur City from melting down. Republic. 
$89.98 (video). $29.98 (laserdisc). Aug. 20. 

Antonia & Jane: Comedy starring Imelda Staunton and 
Saskia Reeves as two friends with a lifelong love/hate relation- 
ship, going through identity crises together. Miramax. $99.99. Aug. 
20. 

Beauty and the Beast: Four never-before-released episodes, 
starring Ron Perlman and Linda Hamilton, with each video 
featuring a special “lost love letter” read by Vincent to Catherine. 
The episodes—all from the 1987 season—are “Masques,” “The 


Beast Within,” “Song of Orpheus,” and “Nor Iron Bars a Cage.” 


Republic. $14.98 per episode (video). $29.98 per two episodes 
(laserdisc). Aug. 20. 

Fried Green Tomatoes: Video release of the southern lesbo 
box-office hit starring Jessica Tandy, Kathy Bates, Mary Stuart 
Masterson and Mary-Louise Parker. Based on a novel by 
Fannie Flagg. MCA Universal. Aug. 20. 

Martial Law 2: Undercover: Martial arts thriller starring 
Cynthia Rothrock and Jeff Wincott as two undercover L.A. 
cops, part of an elite secret force, who infiltrate a crime ring 
centered in a night club where the rich and powerful are enter- 
tained by a stable of beautiful girls and protected by kung fu 
masters hired by a deadly crime lord. Also starring Paul Jo- 
hansson, Evan Lurie and Billy Drago. MCA Universal. Aug. 20. 

Blame It On the Bellboy: Farce about mishaps at the Hobel 
Gabrielli in Venice, where bellboy Bronson Pinchot messes up 
the itineraries for Dudley Moore, Bryan Brown and Richard 
Griffiths. Hollywood Pictures. $94.95. Aug. 26. 
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Dear Joe Bob, -_ 
Itistoobadthat you~ | a 
had to go on the air and | 
apologize for your Porky 
the Pig jokes. Folks are 
just too sensitive these 
days. May I share this 
true story? 
When I was in high 
school, my foreign lan- 
guage elective was 
French. The only French 
teacher at our high school 
was a chronic stutterer. 
Those of us who had to 
take four years of French 
as a college prerequisite 
ended up stuttering in 
French. Last year was Ss a 
our 25th high school re- — 
union. A few of us got 
together at a table and tried to carry on a conversa- 
tion in F-fffffrench. “P-pparlez-vvvvous F -ffffrancais? 
C’est une b-bbbbonne idée!” When I was in Vietnam, 
I once called the American Embassy (which spoke 
only French) and asked them in F-fffrench if I had 
any mail. They just laughed at me and hung up the 
phone. Paris, Quebec, forget it. Some of us will have 
to stay at home. 
So thanks for sharing your view on this subject. 
I do disagree, however, with your premise that pigs 
don’t speak. You see, out herein Los Angeles County, 
we have this guy named Daryl] Gates. 
B-bbbest wishes, 
Robert “Just Bob” Campbell 
Long Beach, Calif. 

Dear Bob: 

You only got one thing wrong. 

I didn’t a-p-p-p-pologize. 

I’ve never apologized for a joke. 

This is why my career has remained pitiful to 
this very day. 


Mr. Briggs, 

I had to laugh at your review of Fertilize the 
Blaspheming Bombshell. You're right about the sick- 
ening bimbo-image of today’s leading ladies. But 
why did you come down so hard on Thelma & Louise? 
That movie was a rare view of two women going out 
and finding adventure that is usually reserved for 
the guys. I don’t think this deserves your insinuation 
that female characters who hang out together are 
lesbians. You said, “I’ve seen the future and it’s 
lesbians.” 


Joe Bob’s sel 
7/7, to the Hopeless _ 
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The down-home flavor of your column may leave 
a bad taste in readers’ mouths after a statement like 
that. The characters Thelma and Louise were many 
things. Lesbians was not among them. 

Andy Rooney wouldn’t even have said some- 
thing like that. 


Norene Cashen 
U.S. Army 
Boblingen, Germany 
Dear Norene: 
Andy Rooney doesn’t even know what a lesbian 
is. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Stop picking on Thelma & Louise! It’s a great 
movie and I'll bet you haven’t even seen it. 

It’s true that Thelma & Louise is about women 
shooting men. But what you critics keep overlooking 
is that these good ol’ girls stick to a moral standard 
from a more civilized era: they only kill men who 
need killing. Men who could use killing but don’t 
actually need it simply have their trucks blown up. 

Thelma & Louise celebrates the three greatest 
things we have in America: sex, whiskey and women 
driving with their tops down. If the good ol’ girls 
hadn’t been busy running from the cops, ’m sure 
they would’ve gone straight to a drive-in. 

P.S. It’s Thelma & Louise not Thelma and Louise. 

Sincerely, 
Bill Bystricky 
Sunnyvale, Calif. 
Dear Bill: 
We might as well go ahead and state the theme of 


the nineties: 
All men deserve to die. 
Right? 
There are even some men who believe this. 


Yo J.B:: 

Just wanted to let you know The Weird has a few 
followers in this penitentiary. Of course, with this 
forty-foot brick wall surrounding us, we can’t follow 
very far. 

I mean we've got movies coming out of our, ah, 
cellblocks. During the winter months, November 
through March, there’s a movie every night in the 
auditorium, plus the TV movie channels. And there’s 
usually a couple of Tales from the Crypt. 

Maybe crime does pay—a little. 

Mel Buckley, #01381 

U.S. Penitentiary 

Leavenworth, Kan. 
Dear Mel: 

So, if you figure the cost of cable, plus $7.50 a 
night for the movies you don’t have to pay for, you’re 
actually making about $250 a month on the enter- 
tainment budget alone. 

You guys all snuck in there, didn’t you? 

You wanted to be in Leavenworth, right? 


Dear Mr. Briggs, 

I am a freshman at Pepperdine University. I 
loved your article about alcohol on campus! I posted 
it on the bulletin board in my dorm, and I think 
everyone wants to start a Joe Bob Fan Club! We all 
agree that college students should have a say in the 
issue! Thanks for sticking up for us! 

I love your articles and your books! Thanks for 
taking the time out to read this! 

Love, 

Marci Canning 

Malibu, Calif. 
Dear Marci: 

When it gets boring in the dorm tonight, hoist a 
couple cold ones for me. But, of course, don’t tell 
anybody. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I think the recent arrest of comedic genius P.W. 
Herman for “indecent exposure” is outrageous for 
several reasons. 

First of all, P.W. Herman was allegedly petting 
the monkey in a darkened movie theater, not out on 
the street. There were reportedly three undercover 
cops in this theater, lurking in the dark, waiting for 
guys to butter the breadstick. Is this Communism or 
what? Is there so little crime in Sarasota, Florida 
that the High Sheriffs can spare three officers for 
wank patrol? How long before every other vehicle at 
the drive-in is an unmarked police car? 

Also, the cops claim P.W. was observed shaking 
hands with Mr. Johnson at 8:35 p.m. Any 38-year- 





Please keep those hands above the edge of the 
photo at all times. 





old man who can hit the jackpot twice in ten minutes 
should be given a prize, not arrested. 
Sincerely, 
Chuck Butler 
Fort Worth, Tex. 
Dear Chuck: 
Youre right. Nobody calls him “Pee Wee” any- 
more, do they? 


Dear Joe Bob— 

I have to confess that while I think black and 
oriental cultures have some really cool aspects, and 
while I think that in our repressive society, sexual 
perversion is the pervert’s own business, asa commie 
who is discriminated against I must admit that I 
place Jews more in the same category with capital- 
ists and fascists than with blacks and gays. “By their 
faults you will know them,” as one Jew once said. Oh 
yeah, the greatest 20th Century composer, Arnold 
Schonberg, was Jewish, but the right-wing Jewish 
academics and critics hate him cause he was a real 
revolutionary. Jewish is a matter of culture (or lack 
of it), not race. 

Elliot Cantsin 
North Merrick, N.Y. 
Dear Elliot: 

What would you do if you met a black capitalist 

fascist Jew from Asia? Hyper-ventilate? 


Hey Joe Bob, 
Which one of Jeffrey Dahmer’s victims was the 
Texan? 
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The one who was home on the range! 
Well, it’s about time you got around to this 
Dahmer stuff. I guess there has been such a dung 
pile of stuff to write about over the past six months 
you wanted to save the best for now, especially with 
the trial cooking up. 
Speaking of ghouls, I got a letter from a friend 
who was on jury duty for another trial a few days 
before jury selection for Dahmer’s trial. She said 
over 2,000 people volunteered to be on this jury. Like 
you as a jurist can pick your trial! Never mind 
checking the cheese, check the beer. Also, lawyers 
were asking potential jurors whether they would be 
disgusted by testimony about cannibalism, dismem- 
berment and sex with corpses. You mean if they 
were, it would be considered prejudiced against the 
defendant? If you aren’t disgusted you are selected 
as a juror. Do you think they will have trouble 
finding potential jurors? I don’t think so. 
Brad Bussey, President 
Jeffrey Dahmer Glee Club 
(Dis)Members Nationwide 
Oakland 

Dear Brad: 

You don’t understand. They asked the jury ques- 
tion about sex with corpses just to make sure that 
Jeffrey Dahmer had never had sex with the same 
corpse a juror had had sex with. That would have 
been a clear conflict of interest. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I fully agree with your stand on the absolute 
freedom of the First Amendment, and I believe that 
it should be applied to all forms of expression, not 
merely the spoken and printed word. 

I believe that the same zeal should be applied to 
all ten amendments of the Bill of Rights. In regard to 
the Second Amendment, I believe that not only 
should every citizen be able to own a fully automatic 
M-16 rifle and a Stinger missile, but anyone who can 
afford the $50 million price tag should be able to 
operate his own fully-equipped F-15 fighter. 

Cliff Runkle 
Vallejo, Calif. 
Dear Cliff: 

If I have a choice between having a world full of 
deadly weapons in which people can say anything 
they want, and a world where people are safe from 
‘weapons but they are stifled, I'll take the first one any 
day, any time, any circumstance. 


Dear Joe Bob, 
What the hell is going on in this country? 

I am sitting in the Redwood City county jail 
because I had a little marijuana. A bunch of fat 
Republican assholes are getting loaded on cheap 
martinis, flying back and forth to Washington, while 
I sit in a stinkin’ cage for a year for trying to smoke 
a little wacky tobacky! Where is the justice in this 


world? 
Anarchy now! Joe Bob, help me! 
Robert Cantwell 
Redwood City, Calif. 
Dear Robert: 


I recommend rewording that just a little when 
you talk to the judge. No big deal. Just a suggestion. 
Hang in there. 





This Week's Contest 


Shannon MacGregor of Zion, Illinois: “I saw a 
flick when I was a kid that had this killer plant 
growing outside this house. At night, this tentacle- 
like branch could creep into someone’s bedroom and 
strangle them, then pull them out and eat them or 
something. There was also a scene where a bunch of 
people were sitting at a dinner table and the guy at 
the head of the table pushed a button under the table 
which made a knife blade built into the back of a 
chair stab the man in that chair. He died with a 
trickle of blood running out of his mouth. I think 
when they killed the plant, a bunch of blood ran from 
it. Can any readers of We Are the Weird identify it?” 

A video will be awarded to one correct answer each week. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 


questions and solutions to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
TX 75221. 


In the April 27 issue, Michael P. Kolesar of 
Parma, Ohio, wrote: “For years I have been search- 
ing for a copy of a 1958 movie entitled Chase a 
Crooked Shadow released by Associated British 
Pathe/Warner Bros. I have not been able to find it. 
Would you be able to tell me where I can secure a 
copy?” 

For the first time in the history of “Find That 
Flick,” we didn’t receive a single answer to this 
question. So no prize was awarded, even though we 
would have given away a video even to someone who 
just tried to answer it. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the May 18 issue, Lisa B. Herskovits of New 
York described a movie called Puss ‘n’ Boots that 
came out “before 1967” and “was, I suspect, a Mexi- 
can movie dubbed into English. . .. The movie itself 
was quite shocking. It was very violent, frightening 
and kinky. I recall one scene very well. A princess 
was being driven in her carriage through a beautiful 
woods... She had servants with her--like footmen 
and stuff. Some Bad Guys stopped the carriage and 
ordered the princess out of it. Rather than harm her, 
they took one or several of her servants, tied them to 
a large tree, and bullwhipped them before her eyes. 
The princess screamed in horror, and covered her 


‘ ie with her hands. She was wearing white gloves. 


The blood of her servant or servants slowly, horribly 
splattered those white gloves. She screamed and 
screamed and the whipping continued, her gloves 
becoming very red. The scene was extremely grue- 
some. Years later, I would think of this weird Puss ‘n’ 
Boots movie when I saw films like Bunuel’s Belle du 
Jour, and also when I worked as a dominatrix and 
was asked to administer severe whippings to clients. 
... I would like to know if other people saw these 
movies in the mid-sixties. And most of all, I would 
really like to own a copy of this movie. It was truly 
freaky. You could just imagine what people would do 
these days if movies like these were shown to kids!” 

Four people submitted information about Puss 
‘n’ Boots, but only one person identified a video 
source for the movie, and so he’s our winner— 
Richard Linoleum of Park Forest, Illinois, who 
wrote: “The 1967 live-action Puss ‘n’ Boots is avail- 
able from Movies Unlimited. It is listed in the spring 
1992 video-flash supplement, page 59, for $14.99 
under the family films. Where else would you look for 


a ‘violent, frightening and kinky’ flick? Some find.” 

Additional information came from runner-up 
Paul Talbot of Columbia, South Carolina: “The 
Puss ‘n’ Boots movie described by Lisa is a Mexican- 
made fantasy that was distributed on the U.S. kiddie 
matinee circuit in the sixties and early seventies. 
The U.S. distributor was K. Gordon Murray, who 
released many Mexican children’s movies in the 
U.S., including Little Red Riding Hood and the 
Monsters and the infamous Santa Claus, in which 
Santa battles the devil. Any child who regularly saw 
kiddie matinees in the sixties or seventies probably 
saw at least one of these Mexican children’s films. 
Murray also distributed Mexican horror movies, in- 
cluding Wrestling Women Vs. the Aztec Mummy and 
the famous ‘Santo’ and ‘Blue Demon’ movies. . . 
Santa Claus is available on several labels, including 
Goodtimes and Sinister Cinema.” 

Other runners-up were Wes Pierce of Orlando 
and Bill Shoemaker of Charleston, South Caro- 
lina. 


Big Book Savings With One Year Subscription! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of We 
Are the Weird and get a copy of Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive- 
In for half price. Offer expires October 1, 1992. 
Yes, here’s $40.95 for a year’s subscription and Joe Bob 
Goes Back to the Drive-In—$75.95 in foreign countries. 


Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


Put me down for a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. 
(Available in U.S. only) 


Name 

Address 

City 

Charge Card # 
Check one: MC___Visa___Exp.Date: 
Signature 


St Zip 


Binders and Back Issues 


Red binder with We Are the Weird logo 
and year (1990, 1991 or 1992) 


$4 per back issue 
$14.95 per binder/$24.95 for two 


Every issue of We Are the Weird ever published, plus 
binders: $150 


Complete list of back issues available upon request. 
Please note that some of the issues have mailing labels on 
them, butallarein good condition. Also, a few issues have 
sold out and will be replaced with xerox copies. 


Historic T-Shirt Offer! 


The front features the Joe 
Bob Briggs World Head- 
quarters symbol (seen at 
right) in deep blue, tur- 
quoise and salmon. In 
other words, it looks like 
Leroy Neiman threw up 
on it. The back reads: 





“The drive-in will never die.” 
Short-sleeved, 100% cotton. $14.95 each. 


Add $1.23 sales tax per shirt if you live in Texas, plus $2.40 first | Check one: MC__Visa__ 


class shipping per order. Specify S, M, L, XL! 


| The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 ea. 


Joe Bob Book Orders 


To order personally autographed copies of Joe 


| Bob’s books, send order form to address below. 


A GUIDE TO 
WESTERN 
CIVILIZATION 





eras D 
* 


(TX residents add $1.48 sales tax ea.) 


Joe Bob Goes to the Drive-In, $8.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .74 sales tax ea.) 


A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, $9.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .82 sales tax ea.) 


Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .90 sales tax ea.) 


$2.00 shipping and handling per book. Please allow 4-6 
weeks for delivery. 





Name 
| Address 
City St aap 
| Charge Card # 
Exp.Date: 


Signature 


Make all checks payable to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 
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Joe Bob’s Classifieds 





Books 


Twin Peaks Interpretation—$14.95. Send 
check to: Peaks of Romeo, 8900 Dutchess, 
Romeo, MI 48065. 

Big list of rare film buff books. Send SASE 
for list. William Perkins, 130 South Avenue, 
Marietta, GA 30060. 


Fan Clubs 





Monique Gabrielle Fan Club. Photos, vid- 
eos, etc. Send SASE to 4520 Van Nuys Blvd. 
#538, Sherman Oaks, CA 91403. 


Fanzines 


Bikini Girl Magazine, Vol. 1 No. 10. VHS- 


video format, 120 minutes long. Limited 
edition of 100, numbered and signed. $47 
plus age statement. Checks payable to Lisa 
Herskovits, PO Box 319, New York City 
10009-0319. 
Gore Gazette—“The Granddaddy Of All 
Fanzines!” 12 years old and still going 
strong—The Rev. Rick Sullivan is guaran- 
teed to offend everyone! $1.50 for a sample 
to 469 Hazel Street, Clifton, N.J. 07011. 

e 
baby sue. Arrogant, mean, asshole humor. 
Sample: $1 cash. P.O. Box 1111, Decatur, 
GA 30031-1111. 
New Video Vulture! 75 movies reviewed, 
plus GG Allin, Jersey Jerkoff and more! 4 
bucks to POB 2160, Redbank, N.J. 07701. 
Blue Suede News—“House Organ of the 
Church of Rock’n’Roll.” Subscription $10 (4 
issues)—sample $3. Box 25, Duvall WA 
98019. 


900 Numbers 


Love life a mess? Talk live to a professional 


psychic astrologer at The Voice of Astrol- 
ogy, 1-900-370-1185, $1.95 per minute, 18+. 


Personals 


Don’t Be Lonely This Summer! Silver Singles 
matches mature men and women seeking 
introductions. Clients are carefully screened 


with thoughtful consideration given toeach _ 


client’s interests and personal history. We 
are not the biggest introduction agency but 
our clients think we're the best! Dallas/Fort 
Worth area only. Call Sharis at 214-423- 
7115 today. 


Video Sales 


Nazis on Neptune! See Nightmare on Nep- 
tune, a 100 minute movie produced by video 
amateurs (soon to be seen on NBC)! Also, 
Lord of the Shadows, 110 minute horror 
flick! Send $19.95 plus $1.25 P/H each to 
Pantload Productions, 5722 Cragmont, 
Huber Heights, OH 45424. 


Scream Queen Videos. Our free catalog has 
hundreds of rare videos featuring your 


favorite femmes fatales from the U.S. and 
Europe. Many uncut versions. Buy any three 
videos and get Kidnapped Girls Agency, 
Linnea Quigley’s X-rated bondage/fetish 
movie from 1980 as a free gift. Send return 
envelope to Video Vamp, 1483 N. Mt. Juliet 
Road, Suite 142, Mt. Juliet, TN 27122. You 
must be 18. 

Seeking something... Unusual? Unseen? 
Unavailable? Unabashed? Unaltered? Un- 
tamed? Something Weird Video has it! Send 
$3 for catalog to S.W.V. Dept. Sizzle, P.O. 
Box 33664, Seattle, WA 98133. All catalog 
requests must be accompanied with a signa- 
ture stating that you are 18 years or older. 


Wanted 


Cheeseball exploitation movie fans needed 


to assist with extremely low-budget film 
project in Tampa this November, 7-10 days. 
Low pay, bad catering. No pros, Floridians 
preferred. Send qualifications (if any) or 
reason you want to participate to: Pier 60 
Productions, P.O. Box 7616, Clearwater FL 
34618. 


| Get Yours—Dirt Cheap! : 


| Place a personal ad or message, sell or trade videos, publicize events! Whatever! Fax | 
your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 additional fee (don't | 
forget your signature and expiration date) or mail your ad with check payable toWe Are 

| The Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Deadline is 5 p.m. every Monday. Your ad | 

| will appear in approximately three weeks. Display advertising is $75 per inch. | 


| $10 for 15 words, 60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half price! 


| 
| Ad Copy 
| 

| 

| Section 


Name 
| MasterCard/Visa # 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 


Day phone 
Exp. Date 


SECOND 
CLASS 


POSTAGE 
PAID 





